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Amaranthine 


Author's Notes: 

This story was inspired by a section of SlaxlI%'s story, An Attempt at Redemption, that goes "he never ranted 
when he climbed through my window during those hazy Indiana nights, covering his bruises with clothes and 
his miserable shame with a fearful, distrusting cloak of silence." So this is dedicated to her, and | would also 


like to thank her for always writing the loveliest, most detailed reviews. Enjoy! 


There was a knock on my window, and | looked up from my guitar and the sheet music | had spread out across 


my wooden bed. It was just after midnight. 


Bill Bailey was outside, fresh bruises littering his porcelain skin, abashment palpable in the air around him. This 
was a horrifyingly familiar sight for me, thanks to his asshole of a stepfather. 


| rushed to his aid, opening the window and grabbing his arm (making sure not to touch a fresh scar or 
wound) to help him climb inside. Silently, he sat down on the ground just below the window. The stench of 
cigarettes and an unmistakable tension filled the room as the half-open glass window splintered the entrancing 


moonlight entering through it. 


There was hell hidden deep in his hazel eyes, and hatred for the world that had wronged him all these years 

lived like some terrifically wicked monster just beneath the surface of his chest, as if ready to break loose at 
any given moment. He was always on the edge of madness, his mind constantly buzzing with atrocious thoughts 
and the run-down ruins of a child's destroyed innocence, and | loved him in spite of, maybe even because of, all 


these different things that made him who he was. 


| had always admired the bizarrely majestic beauty of him, his fierce, aerial masculinity mixed with all the 
delicateness of a daisy in the wind to create the almost lethal result of a man filled with equal parts eternal, 
impetuous virulence and refined, dovelike elegance, qualities which contradicted yet completed each other in the 


most peculiar way. All this and he was only a teenager, same as me. 
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His stunningly unique ability to bottle up his ever-present, deep-seated rage for days on end just to channel it 


all into one immense, spectacularly awful outburst fascinated me in the sickest way. 


| had never seen such passion as the kind he carried with him, and it was weirdly wonderful in the same way 


that it intimidated me. 


Which was why times like tonight distressed and genuinely frightened me to no end, the only times he let me 
see past his carefully put-on artificial exterior and into his legitimate doubts and fears, his mind in disarray as 
he tried to contain the unmanly tears that so readily threatened to fall down those stately, chiseled 
cheekbones. This version of him did not have the same mischievous glint in his eyes | was used to, and there 


was no grace or dignity in his melodious voice like there was during the daytime. 
And yet | admired his vulnerability. 


My love for him was amaranthine, glowing with an everlasting light. | gave him my undivided attention though 
he asked for none of it, claiming he didn't deserve me. His voice trembled along with the rest of his pallid body 
as he confessed that he didn't think he would have survived all these nights without me. The no longer 
concealed despair in his voice seemed to bleed into me and | had to force it down my windpipe, swallowing it 


along with the lump forming in my throat. 


| shushed him, wiping away the blood at the corner of his twitching mouth and on his cracked, grimy hands 
with a wet towel. | didn't know what | would do if | ever had to say goodbye to this man, | realized, 


momentarily overcome with affection. 


A sigh shook his emaciated body and for a brief moment | feared it might kill him. He put his head between his 
angular knees, slender arms wrapped around them, just until the world stopped dancing before his eyes. His 
soft, glossy hair, the color of a desert sunset, shimmered and glinted in the moonlight coming in through the 
half-open window, which was also letting in gusts of dry, warm Indiana air. He was shivering despite the mild 


summer night, his brittle, fragile, beautiful body never still 


When he lifted his head once more, his expression was no longer pained and was instead just empty. He looked 


through me as though | were a stranger on the street, and not his best friend. 
"Bill" | spoke his name, loving the way it felt on my dry lips. | licked them. He didn't speak 


| knew he was remembering, reliving; his blank stare gave it away. | knew | had to pull him out of it before he 
wanted to start hurting himself, because | knew the enemy that lived inside of him agreed with and justified 
everything his stepfather did to him, no matter how wrong it was in actuality. 


"Bill," | repeated, the word flowing smoothly and effortlessly from my mouth as though | had been speaking it 
all my life. "Billy, you need to snap out of this." But he couldn't hear me anymore. | sighed, silently debating on 
the best course of action Then a risky thought crossed my mind. 


| leaned forward, ever-so-gently brushing a velvety lock of his fiery copper hair behind his ear, and pressed 
my lips uncertainly, tentatively, to his, just barely ghosting them, my thin lips phantom on his beautifully 
petal-like ones, before pulling away. But it did the trick. | saw some life return to his dazzling eyes and a wave 


of infinite relief washed over every bit of my being, followed immediately by a sharp pang of jagged fear. 


But | needn't have worried, because his rough hand reached out for the back of my neck, pulling me closer 
still, and | was encompassed in a satiny, concupiscent kiss, and it felt like magic, nothing light or ghosting about 
it this time at all. He tasted simultaneously sweet and bitter, and | was delighted and astonished all at once. It 
felt distorted, hypnagogic, but in a staggeringly intoxicating way. Beauty had a name, and that name was William 
Bruce Bailey. 


He pulled away and spoke hoarsely. 


"Jeff." His voice trailed off, and | simply shushed him by crashing our lips together once more, needing to 
taste him, needing to know if this was real or all just some fucked-up heavenly fantasy. 


A little, wonderful while into this enticing kiss | became distantly aware of the fact that we both were softly 
crying, our salty tears mixing in the space between our noses and our top lips. But | was no longer worried, 
because he was probably just as overwhelmed with emotion as | was. 


And | knew that, even if just for one magical, imperishable moment, he was forgetting the perpetual troubles 
that otherwise plagued him so incessantly. 


